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BALLGIRLS 
A Blushes Inside Story 


Scuttling low across the court, scooping up that mis- 
placed ball, the frown of concentration on the players” 
faces impatient as they wait for the girl to clear the 
court. Kneeling, immobile, the ballgirl waits for her 
next sally onto court. Young, eager, highly trained, the 
ballgirls at leading tournaments have to deliver the 
highest standards of behaviour and performance. Prac- 
tising long hours under demanding tutors, the competi- 
tion is fierce for a place on court. The rewards are 
more prestigious than financial, the pleasure of seeing 
top players at close quarters during international com- 
petition deemed of higher value than mere coinage. 


Occasionally, a wayward young lady requires training 
outside the normal parameters of ball work. A young 
lady such as that pictured here: a sports mad 18 year 
old, still with another three terms at school in prepara- 
tion for next summer's Oxbridge exams. Bright, athletic, 
keen — and a little naive. 


BLUSHES gives you the inside story of an actual 
punishment she received this summer, bringing you the 
facts behind the candid photographs which conceal more 
than they reveal. We will draw a discreet veil over the 
young lady’s embarrassment, and call her Sophie for the 
purposes of this narrative. 


* * * 


Dressed in practice leotard of black cotton, short blue 
tennis skirt, white trainers and socks, one with blue 
flashes, the other red rings, Sophie perspired gently 
under the watchful eye of the ballgirl selector and 
coach, Mr Porasky. 


The bright blue handkerchief tied casually round her 
neck served to mop the sweat coming from her face as 
she performed a series of strenuous warm-up exercises 
with two other girls. The red hair was damp, too, as 
she bobbed upright — down to brush the grass with her 
fingers — upright — down — up — down — up, the 
bracelets tinkling on her wrists. 


Mr Porasky walked behind, the better to appreciate the 
firm thighs and the triangle of black cotton revealed as 
the youngster bent to touch briefly at her toes, and 
swing up again on his count. The fabric clung at her 
crotch and swept up in dramatic curves to enclose the 
rounded cheeks beneath, the crease where thigh meets 
bottom easly defined outside the cotton. The short skirt 
rode up still further as the exercise continued, and he 
admired the three backsides alternately full and fleshy 
then slimmed and taut as their owners bent and 
stretched. 


Sophie was the eldest of the three by a couple of years 
or more, but had begged to be allowed in the squad 
from her school. An appealing girl, she had not been 
selected in previous years because of academic com- 
mitments. Her extra year for Oxbridge gave her the op- 
portunity she needed. 


“All right, girls, you can have a knock-up now,” Mr 
Porasky smiled as he watched them trot to the grass 
courts nearby to join the others. His eyes were par- 
ticularly drawn to the soft rump beneath Sophie’s short 
skirt, bouncing insolently above the lightly tanned 
thighs. 


. Back at the office, Mr Porasky read the note swiftly 
before calling to a passing boy: “Tell Sophie Jenkinson 
to come to my office right away, would you. She's on 
one of the practice courts.” 


It was no more than two minutes before Sophie knocked 
hesitantly on the half-open door and poked her head 
round: “You wanted me, sir?” 


“Yes, I did. Come in and close the door.” She caught 
the tone in his voice and wondered what was up. 


‘I won't beat about the bush, sophie. All the lockers 
were checked this afternoon after a boy reported that 
£25 was missing. It was found, I am disappointed to 
say, in your locker. What have you got to say?” 


Sophie was speechless. She was innocent. She knew 
that. But he obviously wouldn't believe her. And she 
couldn't prove she hadn't taken the money. 


‘I don't know how it got there Mr Porasky, honestly.’ 


‘I see. Well, this means you're out of the squad, you 
realise?’ 


“But sir!’ 


‘Frankly, if you were a boy, you’d be bending over 
right now for six of the best and that would be that. 
Fortunately for you, you’re not, but you are out of the 
squad.’ 


“But sir! I didn’t take the money, but I can’t prove I 
didn’t take it.” ; 


“Very unfortunate.’ 


Sophie was conscious of the silence in the room, the 
whirr of the electric fan doing little to disturb the un- 
comfortable humidity of the day. The faint sound of ball 
on racguet could be heard from the courts outside, with 
occasional bellows of protest over disputed calls. 


“Errr...does that mean a boy could stay in the squad if 
he was punished, sir?” 


“Yes, in circumstances like this, he probably would.” 
“Well that doesn't seem very fair.” 
“Don't be insolent, young lady.” 


Tm not sir, it's just that...well, couldn't you treat me 
like a boy so I could stay in the squad?” 


“Give you a thrashing?’ 


“Well yes, sir. I'd be willing to take it to stay in the 
squad.” 


‘I see.” 


Sophie’s eyes were on the floor, the significance of 
what she had said only now dawning on her. But the 
penalty seemed worthwhile. She wouldn't get another 
opportunity like it. Her fingers twisted round each other 
as she waited for a response. 


Mr Porasky, meanwhile, pondered the merits of ad- 
ministering a sound beating to the teenager. It would be 
an unusual experience to punish a sixth former, certain- 
ly, and probably a most appealing one. The idea of 
large-sized plimsoll and softly rounded 18 year old but- 
tocks in sudden impact was most interesting. 


He reached a decision. “Very well, Sophie. You will 
sign a disclaimer accepting corporal punishment, and I 
will administer it here in twenty minutes, when practice 
has finished. Don't bother to change.” 


“Yes sir.’ 
“Off you go.” 


The courts deserted in the heat of the later afternoon, 
though they would fill again when the regular evening 
players arrived, the changing rooms similarly empty, the 
last of her school colleagues called out: “Staying on, 
Jenkinson?” 


“Yes, just for a bit.” 

“Crawler!” an unidentified voice observed, carefully out 
of sight of the senior girl. Sophie smiled grimly. If only 
they knew. 

The voice was gruff as she knocked once again, the 
sight of the plimsoll on his desk evidence that business 
was about to be concluded. 


“Read this, and sign it at the bottom.” 


I, Sophie Jenkinson, do hereby agree to submit to such 
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confidential corporal punishment as may be deemed ap- 
propriate by the coach, in consideration of serious club 
disciplinary infringements, and undertake not to initiate 
or participate in any legal action as a result of such cor- 
poral punishment. I have not been placed under any 
duress to accept the punishment, and accept it freely and 
willingly. 


There was a certain irony in the words ‘freely and will- 
ingly” implying that she had a choice. But then again, 
she thought, it had been her decision! She scribbled a 
signature, and added her address, age and date where 
spaces had been left on the hastily typed document. 


“Now, in the normal course of events you would receive 
the cane. But in order to save you the embarrassment of 
explaining the marks that would leave, particularly with 
your tennis kit or swimsuit on, I propose to use a gym 
shoe instead.” 


“Yes sir.” 
“Have you been beaten before?” 
‘Good God no.” 


. ‘Turn round and lift your skirt up.’ Sophie faced away 
from him and lifted the brief length of bright blue cloth 
to expose her leotard. 


‘As I’m only using a plimsoll, it’s got to be with your 
bottom bare, so hitch your leotard right up at the back.” 
Her fingers manoeuvred the protective cotton between 
her cheeks and up to the top of her hips, the flesh 
quivering as she wrestled the leotard into place. 


“Like that sir?” she asked. The clearly defined delinea- 
tion between pale cream buttock and light brown thigh 
was framed most effectively by the black leotard above, 
and diving for the protection of her crotch. 


‘Now go over and stand in the corner until I’m ready to 
deal with you. It'll give you a chance to ponder your 
apparent stupidity.” The bare teenage globes jiggled tan- 
talisingly as she walked the few steps to the corner. 


Mr Porasky left the room for a few moments to check 
the changing rooms, locking the outer door as a protec- 
tion against any interruption. 


Sophie was still in the corner when he returned: ‘Come 
and stand in front of the desk.’ He watched her, but she 
avoided his eyes. ‘Bend over and touch your toes.’ 


The 18 year old bent down slowly, her fingertips 
brushing the toes of her training shoes as they had done 
so often during exercise out on the field. But the dif- 
ference this time was that there was no protection bet- 
ween her rounded protuberances and the warm air still 
moved slowly round the room by the inadequate fan. 


She could see his feet as he stepped to pick up the gym 
shoe, and heard the tapping of the sole on the palm of 
his hand. Moments later, it was slapping gently against 
her right buttock as he took aim. Unconsciously, she 
gritted her teeth and her eyes closed tight. There was an 
imperceptible disturbance in the air as the slipper 
descended to impact with her bare bottom. The report 
was loud, and Sophie reacted with a high-pitched 
*Ooowwwahhhh" 


Her fingers left her toes momentarily as the sting built 


and built tọ a crescendo, the temptation to put her hand 
round to assuage the burning almost too great to 
suppress. 


‘Slappp...ahhh...gosh, oooww!” Fingers left toes again, 
and Sophie half rose. He had decided to spank her real- 
ly very hard, due to her age, and the effects on her 
already glowing cheeks were dramatic. The loud report 
of bottom and thigh-quivering smack followed by an in- 
halation of breath and instant vocal reaction. 


‘Touch your toes!’ he snapped. 

‘God, it stings so much, I didn’t realise...’ 

Four more times, plimsoll and bare bottom cheeks ex- 
ploded, until the glowing rear end bore respectable 
evidence to the severe chastisement it had received. 
After the sixth stroke, Sophie shot to her feet, rubbing 
vainly at the target area. And as the smarting subsided, 
so she looked round sheepishly to see Mr Porasky still 
holding the plimsoll, tapping it gently against his palm. 
‘I didn’t say you could get up, Sophie.’ 

‘But I’ve had six, sir.” 

“You're getting eight, my girl. Bend over.” 

As she bent obediently, Sophie realised it was pointless. 
to protest. The final two strokes seemed harder than 
ever, driving her onto her toes with each impact, and 
eliciting louder yelps. 

“You may stand up now.’ 

“Thank you sir!” The voice was relieved. Her eye 
caught a sudden movement through the partly open 
venetian blinds covering the windows. Mr Porasky 


followed her gaze. 


“Only the groundsman. He won't say anything, don't 
worry!’ 


Dressed in jeans and blouse, kit in her sports bag, 
Sophie trotted to the gate, almost colliding with the 
groundsman as he came from behind a screen of leylan- 
di bushes: ‘Bit sore, are we?’ he asked with a wicked 
smile. 

‘Bloody sore, actually,’ Sophie agreed. 

‘Six of the best was it?’ 

‘Eight, if you must know.’ 


‘Eight, eh? Well done, then, that’s a record for a 
ballgirl.’ 


‘What do you mean?’ 


“Well you don’t imagine you're the first ballgirl to end 
up bent over in is office, do you?” 


Sophie sighed, and turned away to leave. 


‘I suppose not.’ The swine, she thought, the bloody 
swine. 


‘And you won't be the last, neither, my lass,’ came the 
parting retort. 


AFTERMATH 


x 


She was more worried by the threat that Mr 
Makepeace had made than she was of his 
method of eradicating the offence that she had 
committed. He had made it sound as though she 
was a hard case criminal and that the company 
would press full charges against her. And what 
had she done that was so absolutely awful? She 
had been on company business in Hawaii and 
although he explicitly warned her about the ac- 
curacy of her accounts when she returned, she 
had put a few simple items, onto the accounts 
list and had covered them by using other 
allowable charges. She had simply ‘pretended’ 
that the money she had spent on a few small 
presents had been actually spent on accountable 
things. His eagle eye had spotted the ‘fraud’ as 
he chose to call it with the ease of a practiced 
accountant and auditor. 


She had not been too worried when he had ask- 

ed her to go along and see him, but after fifteen 

minutes in his company, she had turned a very 

pale shade of white beneath the sun tan that she 
had put on whilst in the sunnier climes. 


Phrases like ‘stiff penalty, ‘prison’, ‘full pro- 
secution by the Company Legal Department’ 
had done little to defend her pitiful protests and 
arguments. By the end of that fifteen minutes, 
she was very emphatic that she would absolutely 
do ANYTHING, just about anything at all if he 
could keep the matter quiet. Then he went on 
about bribery; physical bribery with her body, 
and this only made matters worse so that in the 
end, it was she who was virtually pleading with 
him to punish her himself. He had not suggested 
it; she had. It was a scene that would please any 
enthusiast of CP, because she was kneeling 
there begging him to do whatever he felt was 
necessary to negate the terrible crime she had 
- committed. She had thanked him when he 
agreed albeit with apparent reluctance to chastise 
her himself and then he might let the matter 
drop. 


Although Celia had begged on her hands and 
knees and although she had felt a sense of 
gratitude that she had possibly avoided a terrible 
fate, to say nothing about losing her job which 
was a fantastically paid vocation, she still did 
not feel at ease when she waited that evening, 
dressed in nothing other than a long Hawaiian 
skirt made of grass! Nothing else, only the 
skimpy grass-skirt that revealed more than it 
covered and that revelation was a sight that any 
man who was worth his salt would have given 
his eye teeth to behold. 


Long lithesome limbs with the perfectly rounded 
nates of her bottom and although this was light- 
ly covered and plenty of bum could be seen she 
knew that by pulling the waist ends of the skirt 
away, then the whole of that area would be ful- 
ly exposed. The lack of a brassiere exposed two 
perfectly shaped breasts; conical delights with 
hard nipples unable to remain secreted into the 
aureoles. When he made his entrance, she was 
still dressed like that and her blushes filled 
every inch of her exposed torso as he ap- 
preciatively studied the stripped body trembling 


inwardly before him. Her hands had covered 
modestly, the full and firm tits, but he was to 
soon redress that problem. 


‘What is this?’ he pointed to the large pipe that 
ran from ceiling to floor. 


‘Something to do with the heating system,’ she 
had told him softly. 


‘It is cold,’ he wrinkled his forehead. 
‘Not required in the summer,’ she answered. 


‘Good. Then you will please stand against it, 
and grip the pipe as high as you can reach.’ 


He warned her to remain like that, no matter 
what. 


Hopelessly and defencelessly unable to argue, 
Celia reached up and her breasts tautened 
magnificently. 


She choked back a natural urge to plead with 
him as he eased the grass skirt away from her 
rounded buttocks. She had further choking silent 
moments then as his hands stroked over the ripe 
cheeks of her bottom. 


‘Legs apart...and thrust back.’ 


She accepted that she had invited this upon 
herself. It was no use promising and pleading at 
the office and then changing her attitude now 
that he was here. Anyway, Mr Makepeace, she 
felt would much rather be taking the whole 
business to the legal department than spending 
his time with her; that is what she thought 
any way! 


Thrusting back harder and harder as his hands 
explored the soft cheeks of the bottom that was 
soon to be reminded what it feels like when 
Celia has been naughty, she gasped especially so 
when his hand sank between the wide stretched 
thighs and stroked the excited area of her pussy 
flesh. 


*Ooowweeerrrr,' she moaned as he freely touch- 
ed at his leisure. 


‘Have any of this when you were away?” he 
asked accusingly. 


‘Oh no sir...none at all,’ she choked. 


He got the impression that she was pushing 
herself purposefully to have his hand down there 
doing the things he was actually doing. 


‘Miss it did you?’ he was still accusing her. 


‘Nnnn...no..:sir,’ she gasped as a rather nice 

sensation throbbed into her. That was a rather 

nice feeling when he stroked the hard bud of 
her clitty right then. 


Her hands, crossed at the top of the pipe or cer- 
tainly as far up as she could reach, clenched 


9 


helplessly as he stroked and felt her pussy. 
Unexpectedly then, his palm slapped down onto 
her right buttock. 


‘Owww....ouch,’ she gasped as the sting started 
to flash into her. Spank...spank...spank...each 
time his hand slapped down so a further in- 
crease of the stinging heated sensation built up. 


She was a delight to have as a subject for 
spanking. Her hips thrust and they wriggled and 
her legs danced to a rhythm that would put any 

Hawaiian Dancer to shame. Her writhing hips 
did not move seductively but rather in a sharper 
tattoo of movement even though she 
remembered to keep her bottom thrusting back 
hard. 


*Oh...ouch...agghhher....' she was providing the 
music and the dance, and he was conducting the 
heated tempo. 


Soon the whole area of her bottom was showing 
the full scalding heat where his hand had spank- 
ed her. 


She had tried not to buckle her legs. They cer- 
tainly had moved up and down and they had 
taken quite a lot of spanks. The backs of the 

thighs too had responded to a most stinging heat 

when he had brought his palm down onto them. 


The strap was something else again and she 
stood there letting her body heave as silently she 
sobbed with the extraordinary pain that he had 
caused her body...well certainly the bottom and 
her upper thighs. 


The skirt had swished about to and that in turn 

had tickled the legs at the front as she had hip 
swayed with the responsive heat on her bum. 

When the strap came down, her legs really did 
buckle...but she managed to keep her arms 

above her head and she represented a squatting 
figure as she gripped the pipe as though life 

itself depended on the thick tube. 


“Aaaghhh...please...oh please,’ she called out. 
‘Stand up straight,’ he snapped. 


She did not want to, she hated the very idea of 
standing up straight, but he had that tone that 
had to be obeyed. 


However she managed to take six strokes from 
that cane and strap she never knew, but as she 
pressed her breasts now against the thick tube of 
pipe, she still thrust back when he directed her 
to do so. 


His hands were once again testing the heat 
radiating out from her bum... 


“Would you rather I did this?” 


‘This’ turned out to be a stroking between her 
legs. 


“Yes...yesss, I would." she honestly admitted in 


a sobbing voice. 


Before tonight, there was nothing she would 

have liked less, but under the circumstances, 

with her bottom feeling as though it truly was 
on fire, then she would much rather have THIS! 


She stood perfectly still as he stoked a different 
furnace up; this one was of a purely sexual 
nature and as one hand took control of her sex, 
the other reached round and squeezed the bulbs 
of her titties...the nipples thrust hard, like pips 
into his palm, and he encouraged her breasts in- 
to full firm mounds so that her own emotions 
were completely fooled into accepting the fire 
on her bum as a pleasing passion heat and the 
sensational stirring of her sexuality was also 
surrendering to an increasing pleasure of 
erotica. 


Gasping, moaning and continuing the backward 
thrust of her bottom as though welcoming the 
treatment of her pussy, Celia conveyed to him 
the passion now coarsing through her whole 
being. 


‘So you did not get any of this when you were 
away.’ 


“Not...not a lot,’ she moaned. 

“But you did get some,’ he was accusing again. 
“Yes...” she hung her head in shame. 
‘And these...were these played with.” 

He told hold of her throbbing nipples. 
*Yess....' she choked. 


‘But you did not get any of this.” His hand 
spanked down. 


‘Owww...agggheer...no....no,’ she cast her 
curves about again. 


That particular spank had not had the same ef- 

fect as the first spanking; this had a completely 

different sensation...heat and passion, she would 
have analysed it later! 


Her voice was betraying the excitement she felt, 
and so she was encouraged to make further ‘ex- 
citing’ sounds as he spanked her harder and 
harder. She just could not understand what was 
happening to her system. Why was she ap- 
parently feeling pleasure each time his hand 
came down onto her ripe bottom? 


When he gave her permission to take her hands 
down, she did not put them on her stinging der- 
riere...she placed them on her knees and eased 
the beetroot coloured cheeks into a harsher 
rotundness. 


The cane, she felt, or the strap, it did not mat- 
ter which, just so long as he picked one or the 
other up and added to the intense thrills now 
racing uncontrollably through her whole body. 


EXCITING 


gr € v 
~ load 
It was a girl she knew at work, 
quite well but not a particularly 
close friend. Debbie. ‘I’m in a 
spot,’ she had said. ‘There’s this 
man and we arranged a date for 
him and now it’s fallen through. 
I'm in an awful fix. Linda dear, 
you couldn't possibly...?’ 


Linda had laughed. ‘I have got a 
husband, you know, Debbie.” 


‘I know that and I wouldn't ask. 
Except that I’m in this awful 
spot. There's no one. I would 
go but I can't. Please...’ 


Linda said, ‘I don’t go on dates. 
Bob would kill me.’ Debbie said 
he didn’t have to know, it could 
be in the afternoon when he 
was at work. Mr Millings would 
let her go. Mr Millings was Lin- 
da’s boss and probably a request 
from PR, where Debbie worked, 
would be accepted. He would 
grumble — ‘What about all this 
typing?’ — but he wouldn't 
argue with a request from PR. 


‘I can't, really,’ Linda had said. 
‘I just couldn’t.’ But the thought 
sent a little shiver of excitement 
through her. ‘Who is he 
anyway? And when...?’ 


Debbie said Thursday afternoon 
would be fine. He had a meeting 
in the morning and then in the 
afternoon...‘So lunch and 
then...well, there’s the apart- 
ment. You can have the key 
and...you know...’ Debbie gave 
a little giggle. ‘A nice afternoon. 
It has to beat sitting at your 
desk typing letters.’ 
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girls did, though, and being a 
very attractive girl Linda had 
been asked out enough times. 
But she wouldn't, she didn't 
believe in that sort of thing. 


But Debbie was pressing her. It 
was a business thing, she said — 
for the firm. Entertaining, and 
there would be a payment from 
the entertainment budget. 
“Anyway he might only want 
to...you know...have a nice 
friendly chat.’ Debbie laughed 
— as if this was not very likely. 
‘Linda, you will. I know you'll 
do it. I'll put you down.’ 


It wouldn't be only chat, Linda 
knew that, she wasn't born j 
yesterday. So why did she final- 
ly agree? She didn’t know why. 
Perhaps she thought she'd been 
missing something these last 
three years — but that wasn't 
really true. And she loved Bob. 
So why...? She didn't know 
why. And it was really like be- 
ing in a dream, it wasn't really 
happening. 


“So they’ve let you off work this 
afternoon?” he said, smiling. she 
was there, in the restaurant, his 
hand on her arm. An older man, 
fiftyish, not exceptional looking, 
an ordinary man away from 
home on business who wanted a 
young woman. As a diversion. 
She had the mad urge to run out 
because she couldn't go through 
with this. But she had to, now 
she’d got this far. “What're you 
drinking?” he asked. She tried 
not to think about it but it 
wouldn't go away. Bed. In bed 
with this man. With him on top 
of her. Screwing her. 


But it wasn't that. Or it was but 
only afterwards. At first...the 
other. She couldn't believe it. 
She could believe bed. Fucking. 
He had taken her there to fuck 
her. But... 


“Come on. If you haven't ever 
had it you may find you like it. 
Some girls do. It's a turn-on.’ 


He meant what he had in his 
hand. That fearsome looking 
cane. Which he had produced 
from somewhere. They were 
barely in the apartment, which 
the firm kept for any visitors 
who might want to use it, to be 
entertained for instance by a 
pretty young woman, barely in 
it after coming from the 
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restaurant, when...he had pro- 
duced this cane. 


“Come on, Linda. Get your 
clothes off. All of them. Except 
the shoes. And then we'll see...if 
it can turn you on, eh?” 


She tried to refuse but of course 
that wasn't much good. Grinn- 
ing, he said he would take her 
clothes off. So Linda did it. 
Everything off. Then put her 
shoes back on. She was nude. 
Shivering. Not that it was cold. 
His hands on her nude body. All 
over. Then she had to pose. 
Arms stretched up high. One 
knee up on a stool. Bending 
over touching her toes, her legs 


¿'spread wide. 


‘What a lovely body,’ he com- 

plimented her. And a bit later, 

“Now, let's see how you like it, 
shall we?’ à" 


He meant the cane. 


It was like it had been a bad 
dream. Those two hours in the 
apartment. It couldn't have hap- 
pened. Posing for him. Then 
that dreadful cane. And then in 
bed... It couldn't have happen- 
ed, things like that only happen- 
ed in books. But it had happen- 
ed. She knew there were still 
the angry red stripes on her bot- 
tom to prove it. How long 
would they last? If Bob saw 
them... 


He was already home. His car in 
the driveway. She pulled up 
behind it. She couldn't face him. 
He would know. Somehow. He 
would see something in her 
face. He would somehow sense 
those marks on her bottom. She 
wanted to reverse, drive off 
somewhere. Compose herself. 
But here he was. Coming round 
the side of the house. 


He opened the car door. She 
climbed out. Her legs felt like 
jelly. Bob kissed her. 


'Had an exciting day?' 


An exciting day. Yes, she had. 


Maybe, she thought, feeling 
light-headed, she should tell 
him. Exactly. All the details. 
Show him her bottom. 


But she didn't. 


DISCIPLINE REPORT 


One would hardly describe Brigadier Harrington 
(rtd) as a man who inspired a sexual reponse, 
and yet his methods of dealing with wayward- 
ness always projected the naughty young miss 
into a state of being very aware of her shameful 
exposure because the eventual interview with 
the austere ex-military man left the female in 
a state of undress. He reasoned that her 
disciplinary punishment must be accompanied 
by a mental humiliation by being in a state 
whereby she would be ever conscious of the 
fact that she was totally exposed and reveal- 
ing all her charms once her uniform had been 
removed. Her uniform and the underwear too, 
of course. 


Every member of the Corps under his ad- 
ministrative command was also aware that he 
was a man who required the utmost in obe- 
dience and who suffered nothing to become an 
obstacle to the inevitable conclusion to what he 
had in mind when he decided that they deserv- 
ed to be reminded that all naughtiness or break- 
ing the rules resulted in a personal retribution 
which he himself would conduct. He was a 
stickler for the rules was the Brigadier and he 
applied his firm military disciplines with a rod 
of iron, and a will to match. 


Perhaps Maxine could be considered one of the 
more attractive of the corps and at twenty years 
of age her natural attributes were of the highest 
calibre in womanhood. A nubile nymphet who 
was very naturally able to feel trembling fear 
at being in the office of the austere man and 
who knew that there would be no leniency, no 
chance of being let off for the naughtiness that 
she had so stupidly committed; she had hoped 
that her ‘criminal offence’, for it was a criminal 
offence if it broke the rules, would not be 
discovered, but it had and now she was waiting 
very fear filled and inwardly trembling at what 
the outcome was going to be. She did not want 
to have to remove her neatly pressed and pro- 
perly fitting blue-grey uniform, but such was the 
trained discipline in her that she knew that when 
commanded to do so, she would have to over- 
come the natural reluctance to expose her pinky 
and shapely curves and that she would just 
HAVE to do as she was told. Even when the 
punishment was being given to her soft round- 


ed bottom, she would have to try and stay ben- 
ding and showing the Brigadier that she was 
able to keep herself in that state that only in- 
vited the punishment to continue and also to 
make her wriggle her body no matter how much 
she wished that she did not have to do so. She 
did not WANT to have to let him see those soft 
secret areas of her body when her legs, ankles 
and thighs seemed to become limbs beyond her 
control and she knew that she would kick her 
lower area about despite the deep wish to keep 
herself still and closed up tight. But there was 
the interminable period between undressing 
and actually making her smooth cheeked bot- 
tom a target for whatever instrument the 
Brigadier might want to use on them. There was 
always that period between coming through the 
door and then getting ready, and that period 
was filled with fraught frustrations when the 
whole body just HAD to stand still whilst the of- 
ficer reminded her of the helplessness of her 
situation by what he could do with his 
hands...and not only what he could do with the, 
but also what he actually DID with them and 
the places on her person where he would put 
his hands. He was very inventive at the places 
he could put his fingers and this was all to in- 
still a greater degree of discipline into the 
naughty young misses that he had under his 
control. 


Maxine, fair haired and quite tall now stood 
rigidly to attention. The deep blushes on her 
attractive young face were the only outward 
signs of her inner distress and deep seated 
worry. Her knee length tight fitted skirt, grey- 
blue pulled round the soft swells of her bottom 
and the tapering columns of her thighs twixt 
knees and lower tummy were easily seen by 
the outlines of her lower torso as the uniform 
was intended to do. The slim waist was also a 
delight in symmetric curviture where the upper 
garment pulled into her body immediately 
above the flared hips. Then the tunic moulded 
against the full rounded breasts which even 
now were actually aching slightly because the 
nipples had for some reason which Maxine 
could not fathom were thrusting into the blouse 
of her uniform. This should only happen in a 
sexual experience so why was she now aware 
how the sensative buds of her nipples aching 
with the contact of her uniform blouse? 


The waves of her tresses were bared and there 
was no hat so that the deep pinky blushes of 
her face really did show to the roots of her hair. 
Her arms were straight down to her side, stiff- 
ly held like that in the attitude of being fully erect 
at attention and her legs too were ram-rod 
straight with the heels correctly held together. 
Very polished high heeled shoes encased her 
feet which were also dressed in the very silkiest 
of black hosiery. When one reported to the 
Brigadier, one dressed as perfectly turned out 
as though for a Royal Parade...even better if 
that was at all possible. She had been standing 
like this for two or three minutes now, and the 
silence of the room was only broken by the 
Brigadier's fingers turning over the pages of a 
file of documents on his desk before him. Max- 
ine wondered whether that sheaf of papers 


were about her...her personal record perhaps. 
He coughed lightly as though something in the 
report had irritated him and then he cast a brief 
glance towards the immaculately turned out 
young miss before him. 


His mind at that moment was musing with the 
factor of her punishment. Was he going to cane 
her, tawse her or spank her...or perhaps all 
three? He was most certainly going to one or 
the other...or he might take it into his head to 
give all three and thereby save himself the trou- 
ble of having to work out the options! She 
would, of course have to undergo some stern 
postures; postures that she would probably find 
very humiliating and there would be no doubt 
that she would not WANT to do them, but there 
was equally no doubt that she would do them 
because she felt that she had to posture accor- 
ding to his strict commands and even demands 
on her absolute obedience to him. 


For a fleeting moment she wondered what 
would happen if she just refused, but as soon 
as the thought of rebellion had entered her mind 
she discarded it with an equal feeling of sheer 
horror. Say no? That idea was the silliest 
thought she had ever had! One did not even 
think like that. What on earth possessed her to 
even let the thought enter her pretty head? 


‘You may remove your skirt,’ he interrupted the 
silence. 


It was not the command that made her jump, 
but rather the breaking of the silence. 


‘Yes, sir, she managed to respond verbally. 


At least he did not watch her as she unzipped 
the side fastening and then there was a rustl- 
ing as the crisp uniform was pushed down 
shapely legs to be removed from her high eel- 
ed clad feet. She looked for somewhere to put 
the skirt and then placed it neatly on the back 
of the chair...she resumed the rigid pose of 
standing to attention and now the deep blushes 
of her face deepened as she stood with the 
superb thighs covered in black silky stockings 
became visibly on view. The whiteness of her 
creamy thighs contrasted attractively with the 
briefest of panties modestly covering the fair 
haired thatch at the juncture of her legs. But 
the darkened area of her soft downy hair was 
visible as it showed as a dark triangle against 
the material of her panties and Maxine was very 
aware that her very most private parts would 
not have the luxury of being covered for much 
longer...not only that natural protection of hair 
would have to be exposed but every little area 
round it if the Brigadier told her to do so...that 
and anything else too. Little shaking sensations 
rippled in an endless flow threw her and she 
could not stem the tide now that it started. 


‘Now the tunic,’ he spoke with a crisp stern 
voice. 


The upper part of her uniform was soon over 
the back of the chair and now, Maxine was 


reminded how the hardened nipples must sure- 
ly be seen by him as they pressed out uncon- 
trollably against the material of her white tight 
fitting blouse. 


‘Come round here,’ he directed the qualing 
young miss. 


Smartly and without any apparent hesitation, 
Maxine went round the side of the desk. The 
Brigadier, turned the leather chair round to face 
her. 


‘Tie and blouse off,’ he was slowly reducing her 
to a state of shocked nudity and helplessly she 
was compelled to obey him. 


Her firm breasts, unbrassiered was now fully 
exposed as she once again adopted the atten- 
tion position. Her shoulders, eased back only 
enhanced the attractive quality of her titties but 
she could not stand any other way! She just 
could not help letting her slightly uptilted nip- 
ples reveal the sexual inconnotation of her 
responses. She did not WANT them to, but 
there was a natural reaction that came from her 
mentality and not from her physical side, and 
what was worse, as he sat there studying the 
twin orbs, the nipples seemed to get stronger 
and harder! 


‘You know what happens to naughty girls,’ he 
reminded her. 


‘Yes, sir,’ she could have burst into tears at her 
shame and also her helplessness. 


‘And you have been naughty,’ he reminded her. 
‘Yes, sir,’ she admitted with added misery. 


‘Bend over the desk,’ he required her bending 
torso now. 


Was he going to let her keep her panties on? 
Her mind at least dared to think the unthinkable. 
No! Surely not. It was unheard of that a girl kept 
her panties on when she was punished on her 
bottom. But this might be an exception. 
Perhaps he really was going to let her retain 
something of her already shattered 
dignity...perhaps! 


She felt the coldness of the desk top as her 
shapely firm breasts crushed onto it and then 
she was concerned at only pressing her thighs 
very tightly together...she reached out so that 
her fingers were able to grip the other side of 
the desk and then she had to physically hold 
herself in check as his hands stroked over the 
lower halves of her bottom...those halves that 
the panties did not cover. 


Her teeth were busy chewing the inside of her 
lips as her mouth went dry at the sheer 
helplessness of her own dignity as his hand 
‘tested’ the quality of what he would soon be 
punishing. 


‘| do not like the situation where a woman is 
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caught in the act of sharing her bed with 
another woman,’ he reminded her of her 
‘crime’. 


Maxine inwardly squirmed. It had been an awful 
exposure as far as she was concerned. Whilst 
she and Janine were in the bed, it was alright, 
but when a duty officer had discovered them, 
the immediate aftermath had been too awful for 
words. She had not ceased to feel the ignomony 
and shame for one second ever since it had 
happened. 


‘Did she caress your bottom?’ he was now go- 
ing into the full ‘confession’ interrogation part 
of the punishment...and she knew she dare not 
tell a lie because Janine had already been this 
way with the Brigadier and Maxine knew that 
he would have closely interegated Janine as 
well...so the truth would have to be told. He was 
breaking down any defence mechanism of her 
modesty by making her feel more and more 
humiliated as the time went on. 


‘Yes, sir, she said miserably. 
‘Whilst you were bending it like this?’ 


‘No sir...l...| was laying next to her,’ Maxine ex- 
plained miserably. She knew that he already 
had the answers...he was using her as an in- 
strument to further her own degredation. What 
else had he learned from Janine? Her very soul 
felt damned now. 


"Who's idea was it that you two share a bed?” 
‘It...it was mine, sir,” she moaned in helpless 
honesty of revealing that it was herself who had 
engineered that whole act in which she and 
Janine had been caught in. 


His fingers and hand still ‘tested’ the pliancy 
of her rounded buttocks. 


‘Did she play with your breasts.’ 


‘Yes...yes, sir,’ she choked out in a soft moan 
of shame. 


‘Stand up,’ she was surprised. 

Again, Maxine stood stiffly to attention... 
‘She did this?’ 

A shock wave of hopeless inadequacy swept 
threw her as the Brigadier’s hands closed over 
the throbbing mounds of her superb breasts... 


‘Yes, sir,’ she felt truly degraded now as she 
stood letting his hands fondle her shapely titties. 


‘And how about here?’ 


She gasped with the sudden onslaught of sen- 
sations that she had not expected to feel when 
his fingers wormed between her legs and he 
felt the hot slot secreted between her 
thighs...could he do this?...Yes, he bloody well 


could she reminded herself, and there was 
nothing she could do to stop him doing just that 
and a whole lot more if he wanted to, and Max- 
ine knew that he would most certainly want to! 
She was honesty enough to know that she had 
brought this down on herself... 


A constant sound of mewing reactions con- 
tinued to emit from her mouth as her helpless 
system responded to the fingers at her warm 
slot...down there between her legs...her thighs 
slightly parted so as to cause no hinderance 
to the exploring digits shamefully exposing her 
weakness to prevent this and any other thing 
happening if the Brigadier had a mind to do it. 
Then he wanted to know what else Janine’s 
fingers had done by playing expressly with the 
hardened nipples that betrayed Maxine’s high 
sexual state. How could she feel so fruity when 
her whole mind was fearfully dreading the time 
when he would insist on her bending her shape- 
ly bare bottom for the cane...or the tawse...or 
a spanking...or all three? She envisaged that 
it would indeed be all three because he had em- 
phasised the heniousness of her ‘crime’; and 
also she had admitted that it had indeed been 
she who had instigated it by seducing Janine. 


Janine had certainly helped her to feel very sexy 
and they had enjoyed a very decidedly loving 
session in the bed; that is until the orderly of- 
ficer had discovered them. Since that moment 
right up to the time when she had stood before 
the outraged Brigadier, Maxine’s head had 
been in a whirl of fear and something worse 
than trepidation. The uniform itself leant 
towards her natural response to a discipline in- 
stilled from the moment she had put it on when 
she had been recruited to the Corps. Soft 
whimpering sounds from her generous lipped 
mouth betrayed her utter confusion and also 
there was a spark that ignited high inside her 
sex area as the austere military man did as he 
liked with her dampening sex lips. He ceased 
at long last and when he did, Maxine’s head 
was spinning like a top...a sexual top that 
it...and even when he told her to take her pan- 
ties down and off, she was a little slow to res- 
pond because of those dizzy waves running rife 
through her body. 


It was a whole lot worse when he told her to 
stand fully erect and to get her hands at the 
back of her head...this only emphasised the 
perfect roundness of her titties and because 
they certainly looked attractive the Brigadier just 
had to satisfy himself that they were as good 
as they looked. They were indeed! His hands 
once again tested the springy flesh and Max- 
ine more confused than ever realised that 
because of the discipline, she was submitting 
more to him than she would ever do for a dozen 
other men altogether...or women for that matter. 


The nipples were given a special squeeze and 
the enhanced state of hunger exposed itself as 
the stalky knobs became hard like small pips. 
And to make matters worse, the effect of his 
hands on her breasts seemed to actually stir 
up the cauldron of heat between her legs. But 
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It was the aitrerent neat tnat sne would soon 
be feeling that worried her...she hated this com- 
plete submission with no arguments allowed of 
her torso...but there were other things that the 
Brigadier could do that she would learn to hate 
a whole lot more...she might even find herself 
admitting later that she would much rather he 
made her stand as she was now doing, play- 
ing with all her soft parts and places...much 
rather THAT than the awful swinging punitive 
attention she was going to get. 


He had pulled himself away from the chair and 
was now seated on his visitor’s high backed 
piece of furniture. The scenario had changed 
somewhat too because the shapely bottom, ful- 
ly uncovered was now towards the ceiling and 
the smooth tummy that had been on view 
before the seeking eyes of the Brigadier was 
now firmly pressed onto his lap. The hard nippl- 
ed breasts were dangling nakedly attractive 
towards the office floor and the cheeks of that 
same bottom were already showing the first 
signs of his hand print where he had started 
to spank them...so far, the mouth that had mew- 
ed in response to the unwanted thrills when his 
hand had been seeking out her sex bud had 
made no response to the tingling fire spreading 
over the cheeks of her bottom...but soon he 
managed to elicit a gasp of pain as he increas- 
ed the strength of his palm. Once he had 
breached the damn of her obstinant silence, her 
vocal reactions became a very methodical reac- 
tion each time the loud spank filled the other- 
wise silent room...it was now like a well prac- 
tised act...the spank...then the 
ouwerch...pleeease! 


When both cheeks were fully induced with the 
agonising tomato coloured pain, he told her to 
get up. If she had thoughts of modesty regar- 
ding her nakedness before she went over his 
lap, such thoughts were banished...the only 
response she could feel right now in her mind 
was the terrible sting throbbing in one long and 
unending throb of pain sweeping through her 
bottom and blistering tingles in her skin. When 
he directed her to the armchair, she wanted to 
beg him not to injure her any more. 


‘Anything Brigadier...anything, please sir,’ she 
chokingly begged him. 


‘Don’t you attempt to bribe me with your slut- 
tery invitations,’ he snapped furiously. 


Maxine did not want to sound slattery, and she 
was sure that her pleading was not meant to 
convey a sexual invitation...so as she spread 
her lovely thighs wide to kneel on the arms of 
the chair as indicated, her system once more 
realised the agony of sheer humiliation as her 
beetroot coloured bottom thrust back very 
roundly and her torso draped helplessly over 
the chair back so that any idea she might have 
of modesty and dignity were forgotten. Not on- 
ly her bottom not but her recently excited sex 
mouth...the pussy itself was blatantly and rudely 
revealed...this was something that she was 
aware of...that is until the cane bit deep into the 


moons of her pronouncedly attractive, naked 
bottom. Again, a regular pattern of sounds et- 
ched into the otherwise silent room. 


A sharp swish...a pronounced thwackkk...a 
responding 'oooweeerrr ...'noooo..ppllleeasee' 
accompanied by a strong thrusting movement 
from side to side of a shapely rounded pair of 
nates...the bottom of Maxine doing the thum- 
ba of reactive pain. Only the distinctive sound 
of her voice changed in octaves and 
decibels...the pleading words became strangled 
imploring notes...until a full twelve strokes had 
been delivered and left the unmistakeable tell- 
tale lines...and each of those lines left it's own 
sense of real cutting pain, and yet when they 
combined they became the collosus of total bur- 
ning hotness that actually radiated out from her 
bared bottom. 


She remained draped over the chair back, and 
the response to her nates was very pronounc- 
ed as the cheeks themselves seemed to twitch 
in uncontrollable consistency...he made her 
stay there until the twitching itself ceased. 
Forgotten now was the fact that she was show- 
ing herself off so shamefully...only the agony 
of her punishment was etched on her mind. Her 
mentality could only assume one emotion at the 
time...pain rode over everything else she might 
have felt. 


She moaned when she heard him remind her 
that he wanted her to remain where she 
was...then a burning horror that she would 
never have believed possible burst out like a 
rocketing firework all over her backside...six 
harsh leather strokes of the tawse erupted pain 
in all directions from the burning hotness of her 
bottom...and then it was finished...over...she 
stood before him, her fists pressed to the 
streaming waterfalls of her eyes...she felt that 
she only possessed a bottom...there seemed 
to be nothing else right now...only the sheer 
throbbing sensations from her bum. 


‘You will be excused parades for three days,’ 
he penned her report. 


‘Thank...thank you sir,’ she sobbed. 


‘And no more of this getting into bed with 
another woman rubbish,’ he reminded her. 


‘No sir...never,’ she assured him. 


‘Or else | shall have to have you in here and 
touch you like this all over again,’ he told her. 


She trembled as she stood docile to let him 
stroke her between the legs again...Lord, but 
she was sexually hot down there...and she did 
not care that he even poked his finger high in- 
to her receptive tight hole... 


‘Oh please sir...if you continue doing that,’ she 
moaned in a whisper. 


‘I shall be thinking of ways to make you have 
me in here again...on discipline report!!!’ 
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Wing Attack: Sandra Meadows 


She squealed. The ball had gone high, 
arcing up against the shimmering sun 
and she was momentarily blinded. She 
jumped nonetheless, guessing its tra- 
jectory, trainers thrusting against the 
smooth tarmac. In upward motion, 
thighs taut, short blue skirt flipping up 
to display the thin knickers stretched 
drum-tight over the straining firm- 
muscled bulb of her bottom. Bare arms 
reaching skywards, short blonde curls 
flying in the blazing sun that forced her 
for the second to close her eyes. 
Fingertips blindly clutching. As the ball 
descended it blotted out the burning orb 
and her eyes, opening, could see. That 
her position was not quite right. Her 
arms slewed back beyond the blonde 
bell of her head in a desperate attempt 
because Mr Carstairs would not accept 
anything that could possibly be terms 
“half measures”. Her fingertips made 
contact but she couldn't get a grip and 
also she was too far over, her taut form 
arched back like a sprung bow. She 
squealed again, realising what was go- 
ing to happen. The smooth, hard tar- 
mac coming up towards her. She forgot 
the ball which was lost anyway and 
thought of the ground, terra very fir- 
ma, which was going to hit her, her 
blue-knickered bottom with its pleated 
skirt still riding high in the air and also 
her back, slim in the white blouse with 
on top the tie-on halter, a large white 
WA front and back on navy blue. 


Yes. Oh Jesus Christ. On her back, 
looking up, again in the sun, mouth 
open, grimacing, a soundless cry. Her 
bottom. She had landed heavily on her 
rear on the unyielding tarmac. The 
dazzling sun‘abruptly blotted out again. 
Not the bloody ball this time but Julie’s 
head, anxiously bending. ‘Are you 
OK?’ No she wasn’t OK. Her backside 
was killing her. Christ! Had she broken 
something? Could you break something 
in your bottom? Yes, your hip or 
something. Pelvis? Bloody hell. Blink- 
ing. She was going to cry. Oh Christ. 


‘Come on, you girls.’ Mr Carstairs. Mr 
Carstairs who’d got you into this. 
Who’d persuaded you, twisted your 
arm, when you didn’t really want to 
play bloody netball. ‘Not want to play 
for St Gergory’s, Sandra? I simply 
can’t believe that. Not when I undsers- 
tand that at school you were very 
good.’ 


‘Go on, you others, go and do some 
shooting practice. And passing. You 
certainly need it. All of you. Now then, 
Sandra. Are you all right? Can you get 
up. No, don’t get up, not yet. Stay 


there, don't move. Let me see...” 


Mr Carstairs kneeling. Careless of the 
effect of the dusty, not to say dirty, 
court on the knees of his resplendent 
cream slacks. Sandra, still in sharp 
pain, moved to pull down the short 
pleated skirt so it would decently cover 
those tightly stretched knickers. But Mr 
Carstairs flipped it back up. He was 
after all checking for injury. It might 
even be necessary... Yes. But not here. 
Out in the centre of the court which 
even though it wasn't overlooked by 
buildings, windows, was very open. 
And one naturally thought of a girl’s 
modesty. Yes. 


Chewing his lip. The thighs, pink and 
glowing from the demanding exercise, 
were closed now, discreetly together. 
Whereas moments earlier they had 
been abandonedly spread, from the 
shock of her fall, and had afforded a 
full view of the elasticated material 
where it passed like a second skin bet- 
ween the tops of these Betjemanesque 
limbs. Closed now with just the bulge 
at the front to be seen. But it showed, 
outlines, quite clearly, moulding flesh 
and no doubt soft curls, the vertical in- 
dentation. Mr Carstairs’ keen eyes 
blinking. 


Head turning to send words out across 
the court. “You others. That will do for 
today. Go and get changed.’ Eyes 
swivelling back, and words softer. 
‘Sandra: we’d better have a look. We’ll 
go to my room, if you can make it. 
Mmm? We'll try shall we?” 


Yes she could, though it hurt, with Mr 
Carstairs helping, supporting. Arm 
round the supple waist. ‘Ouch! Oh 
I...just lost it in the sun. And then. The 
next thing...” 


“A spot of sherry? Shakes a girl up, 
something like that, but I’m sure it’s 
nothing serious. But we’d better have 
a look. Get your things off. Your 
briefs.’ 


Oh. Not really keen on that. Not with 
Mr Carstairs. Well not with anyone 
really. But with Mr Carstairs...you did 
hear whispers. Giggling comments. 
Although you could hear that sort of 
thing about anyone really. And of 
course if Mr Carstairs said do it. Well. 
That thing he had been before. Army 
PT Instructor? Something. Anyway he 
wouldn’t take any argument — or even 
hesitation. Jump to it, that was how it 
was with Mr Carstairs. 


A nervous mouthful of the sherry, and 
a spluttered cough. Not a good idea. 
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Sip it. What? 
‘Get them off, Sandra. Come on.” 


Oh. This wasn't nice at all. She didn't 
think she had broken anything. Not 
really, not now. She felt OK. 
Just...“Sandra. Get them off I said. I 
must check. It is my responsibility as 
coach.’ 


Oh. Cripes. This was worse than the 
fall. But you couldn’t argue with Mr 
Carstairs. He was extremely...deter- 
mined. Forceful. She hadn’t been in the 
team long but she had learnt that. 
“Right off,’ he said. They were reluc- 
tantly halfway down her thighs and Mr 
Carstairs was already lifting the short 
skirt. At the back. Thoughtful 
‘Mmmmm...’ sounds. Oh cripes. Ben- 
ding to step out of them. Left 
sneaker...and then the right. Which 
momentarily snagged on the knickers, 
almost toppling her over. 


“Good. Now we must have a proper 
look, eh. You can't be too careful with 
these awkward falls. Get on the settee. 
Face down. With your hips up on the 
arm. And with your legs...ah...parted.” 


Don’t think about this. Tell yourself it 
wasn't happening. In fact the sharp pain 
had just about disappeared now. Clear- 
ly nothing serious. But Mr Carstairs 
didn’t want to hear that. Of course not. 
Mr Carstairs with his intimately 
questing hands. 


‘No bones broken, Sandra. Thank 
goodness. Possibly some muscle bruis- 
ing though. Best thing for that...is 
massage. This muscle group here. The 
cheek of the bottom: gluteus max- 
imus...and...ah...that seems to be sen- 
sitive. Mmm? Right...in there.’ San- 
dra making desperate little gaspy 
sounds into the seat of the settee. 


“Open your legs wider. So I can pro- 
perly...' Mr Carstairs doing just that. 
Pushing the thighs apart. And then... 


Wing Defence: Monica Bancroft 


She squealed. Again. Not that it real- 
ly mattered. No one was here, no one 
else. No one else would be in the col- 
lege, or this part of it, where the chang- 
ing room was. Not at 6 o’clock on a 
Tuesday evening. There was no one to 
come running, thinking perhaps that 
Mr Carstairs might be indulging in 
homicide — or maybe an energetic 
rape. No, she could squeal as much as 
she liked. Except that Mr Carstairs 
might take it into his head to be an- 
noyed by it. And then she could be 
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squealing for something else. But even 
so she couldn't help it. It was... 


“Aaaliioowww!’ 


Mr Carstairs grunted. And pushed even 
harder. Monica squealed again. This 
time Mr Carstairs did remove a hand 
that was gripping her knee. To reach 
forward and solidly smack her thigh. 
A strangled yelp. ‘I can’t help it. It’s 
killing me.’ 


‘If you’re going to make that noice 
maybe I should give you something to 
make it about. Eh? Pull your knickers 
down and give that bottom a good 
walloping.’ 


She bit her lip. He would too. He had 
done it last week. In another private 
fitness session. Running on the spot and 
her performance had not satisfied Mr 
Carstairs. “Get those knees up, Monica. 
Get them up, as high as your nipples, 
every time. * That was impossible, you 
couldn't get your knees that high. But 
after struggling on for 5 minutes she 
could hardly lift her sneakers off the 
floor. So he had done it. Taken her 
over his lap and dragged her knickers 
down. It was unbelievable. Though 
Julie had said... 


She squealed again. As Mr Carstairs 
stretched her that extra inch. An extra 
inch that could kill you or at the least 
snap something. The hamstring 
muscles: all that at the back of the 
thigh. A pop and it would tear apart. 
The thought made you feel sick. 


“No!” she squealed. And got another 
stinging smack. 


"Stretching is essential, Monica. The 
hamstrings and the quadriceps especial- 
ly. The thigh muscles are in use all the 
time on the court so flexibility is essen- 
tial. You saw what happened to San- 
dra yesterday. She would never have 
fallen like that if she had done her thigh 
stretching exercises conscientiously.’ 


She looked desperately up at the ceil- 
ing. Lying on her back on the bench, 
her head with its auburn locks protected 
from the unyielding wood by a folded 
towel which smelt slightly of damp, 
sweating girls. On her back with her 
right leg up, which was where the 
sharp, stabbing pain came from every 
time Mr Carstairs grunted and push- 
ed...her right ankle up on his shoulder 
as he sat sideways on the bench holding 
her knee locked straight and...pushed 
forward. Each time it seemed the 
hamstring must give way. He was stret- 
ching it much too far. 
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He relaxed his pressure on the leg. 
Monica grimaced. The sharp pain eas- 
ed, but there was still a hot glow all 
up the back of her thigh. She was sure 
Mr Carstairs had done something to it. 


“What are we doing tonight then, 
Monica? Mmmm?” 


The powerful male hands left her knee 
but Monica’s ankle was still up on his 
shoulder. One of the hands dropped 
down between her legs. To lightly take 
hold of her crotch. She squealed. Not 
with pain this time, but... 


“No dates I hope, Miss.” 


‘No!’ yelped out. He was holding her 
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“Don't make so much fuss about a lit- 
tle pain, Monica.” 


Mr Carstairs’ eyes intent on what was 
between the widely parted thighs. The 
crotch of brief navy knickers, as worn 
by members of the St Gregory’s Train- 
ing College netball team. Part of the 
uniform in fact, all the constituent items 
of which were obtained at a discount 
of Harraps Outfitters in the High Street. 
“Make sure you get a receipt mind,” Mr 
Carstairs said. “Then I can refund it 
from the Sports Fund. You're allow- 
ed two sets of tops and skirts and four 
pairs of socks and knickers.” Bras were 
not specified. Mr Carstairs didn’t really 
like you wearing a bra, even a light 
sports one. ‘Freedom of movement is 
essential in netball.’ 


pussy! 


“Y ou know it’s not allowed. Especial- 
ly with the big match coming up next 
week. St Bonaventure’s. Strictly no 
dating. Anyway it's good for you. 
Celibacy. Gives a girl that extra special 
edge.” 


Gritting her teeth. She should never 
have agreed to this, the netball team. 
But Julie had said they were desperate. 
She had done it as a favour. But then 
Mr Carstairs...once he’d got hold of 
you. Well, there was nothing you could 
do. He did just as he pleased, as if you 
were his private property. Like last 
week, actually taking her knickers 
down and smacking her bare bottom. 
At 18. And this. Just...taking hold of 
her pussy. Rubbing it. Teasing it. And 
making her begin to feel...she should 
tell him... 


‘Frustrated, Monica? Do you get 
frustrated? I know some girls do.’ 


Pink faced, shaking her auburn head 
on the towel with its slight but distinct 
odour of sweating girls. They probably 
never changed the towels. Just hung 
them up. This place... 


Red. The crinkling curls under his 
hand. He had seen of course, when 
he’d had her over his lap and splatted 
her bottom. Had a proper look. But you 
could tell anyway. That auburn hair 
clearly the genuine article. The freckles 
on her nose and forearms that redheads 
had. And the skin, that pale, translu- 
cent quality. Oh yes, a real ginger-puss 
all right. Pussy. Should he get them 
off? Another smacking? She’d been 
making a dreadful row, yelping and 
squealing. Or a massage... 


Sandra yesterday. Hadn’t wanted it, or 
more correctly hadn’t thought she 
wanted it. Until he got going. But 
then...really getting in quite a state. Hot 
for it. Frustrated. They needed it. The 
release. If they weren’t seeing boys. 
Highly-strung girls some of them and 
with their bodies getting into shape. 
This Monica the same as Sandra. Love- 
ly thing. Lovely body. Whimpering 
now. Yes, maybe a break before he got 
to work on the left hamstring. A 
massage... 


And maybe a smacking afterwards? 
Just to remind her what was what. 


Goal Shooter: Amanda Stockley 


Protesting. Vehemently. But Mr 
Carstairs not listening. He never did. 
And of course she had been seen, so 
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she had to admit that. But she hadn’t 
done anything. Honestly. ‘I don’t care 
about that, Amanda. I don’t know if 
you did or you didn’t. I do know that 
you were seen. The Odeon. With a 
youth. And you know the rule. Strict- 
ly no dates during the season. You 
agreed to it, like the others. You agreed 
to abide by that rule. So I'll see you 
tomorrow. Five o'clock, right after 
your lecture. The corner of the High 
Street. I'll pick you up.’ His eyes nar- 
rowing. ‘And don't be late, my girl.’ 


He turned and strode off. Preventing 
any further argument. Bloody hell. He 
couldn't. She wouldn't turn up. 
Because she knew what he meant to do. 
He had done it before. Once. 
Unbelievable but he had. Out in the 
country. Drove her out and then they 
had walked through the wood into that 
sort of glade. “We won't be disturbed 
here, Amanda. No observers. I'm sure 
you don't want observers." 


Recalling it. It made her sweat. She 
wouldn't go. But Mr Carstairs...If she 
didn't he would come round after her. 
To her digs. He would. And what could 
you do? Go to Miss Marchment and 
complain about Mr Carstairs? Say what 
he was going to do — what he had done 
two weeks ago? No, you couldn't do 
that. Too absolutely sick-makingly em- 
barrassing. And if you weren't 
prepared to go to Miss Marchment. 


The thought of it was just too awful. 
Tomorrow... 


Yes she was there at five. She had 
known she would be even though tell- 
ing herself she wouldn't. You couldn't 
defy Mr Carstairs. Roger had wanted 
her to go and have tea but she refus- 
ed. It was Roger of course who had got 
her into this. Persuading her to go to 
the pictures. He didn't know about Mr 
Carstairs — or at least not about the ban 
on dates and sex. Well, you couldn't 
tell your boyfriend that. It was very 
awkward — as it was for the others on 
the team, or at least those who wanted 
to go out with boys. As most of them 
did. “Why don't we just say he can't 
stop us going out,” Fiona had said in 
the changing room. Not in Mr Carstairs 
hearing of course. The rest of them had 
shrugged their shoulders. It was easy 
to say it. 


“Standing on the corner where he had 
said. Just 5 o'clock. Where was his 
car? Could he have been held up, not 
able to make it? Wouldn't that be an 
answer to a prayer! Trying not to look 
as if she was waiting for someone. Mr 
Carstairs. It was quite warm and she 
had her coat over her arm. Blouse and 
43 


skirt. Not her netball skirt of course, 
not coming straight from her lecture. 
She should have thought to bring her 
flat-heeled shoes but she hadn't. So if 
he went to that same place she'd be 
stumbling along like before in her high 
heels. She had taken off her stockings 
and suspender belt though. Well. They 
were tightly rolled in the bottom of her 
bag, with her boos. Oh Christ. 


Glancing up the street again. Two 
minutes past. Maybe he wasn't com- 
ing. How long should she wait? Peo- 
ple walking by. Housewieves. 
Schoolkids. Not any of the St. 
Gregory's lot, not that she could see. 
Though if someone did see her getting 
into Mr Carstairs' car it didn't have to 
be a real problem. They wouldn't know 
where he was going with her. Or what 
he planned to do. Oh Christ. Four 
minutes past. A boy, walking by, in the 
uniform of the local school, grinned 
and said something. Something rude 


perhaps but she didn't catch it. 


Where...? Oh God. There it was. 


Mr Carstairs drawing up. Reaching 
across to open the door. She looked at 
it for a second, feeling a wild urge to 
run off. High heels clattering in huge 
relief down the street. Instead she was 
getting in. Mr Carstairs smiling slight- 
ly. Patting her knee. “Traffic. They've 
always got these roads up.’ 


Yes he was going the same way. The 
same as last time. Had he taken any of 
the others out here? For it? Amanda 
didn't know and she wasn't going to 
ask them and thereby admit that she had 
had it. Maybe he did it to all of them 
but no one spoke about it. 


Pulling up at that same place. The 
wood. A couple of times in the car, 
soon after she got in. Amanda had tried 
more pleading. But then shut up when 
Mr Carstairs said. “You know what 
happens to girls who keep on and won't 
accept the situation, Amanda?' Well 
she could guess so she shut up. 


She left her bag in the car and Mr 
Carstairs locked the doors. Standing 
waiting she took a deep brath. It would 
be in the boot. Trying to swallow dry 
saliva as he went to open it. Not wan- 
ting t look but she had to. The boot 
slamming down. Mr Carstairs... Yes. 
In his hand. 


“Come on then.’ And she was stumbl- 
ing along, high heels sinking in, along 
that peaty track again. Following Mr 
Carstairs. Who had under one arm a 
rug and in his other hand it. That cane. 


Why did he want to do it out here? And 
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no in his room, or the changing room? 
Not that it made any difference. It no 
doubt would feel the same. 


In the grassy space he did the same as 
before. Spread the rug out. Told Aman- 
da to take off her skirt and her knickers. 
Then kneel down, on hands and knees. 


“Because of not accepting it as you 
should, without argument, I shall give 
you a dozen, Amanda. You're suppos- 
ed to be learning some discipline by 
now.” 


She began to protest — it had been 
eight last time — but quickly choked 
off the words. Numbly unfastening her 
skirt. Stepping out of it. Sliding it down 


“ her knickers. No stockings this time. 


Somehow getting down in stockings 
and suspender belt was worse than in 
nothing at all. Shivering. Kneeling. 
Hands and knees. The cane patting her 
bare bottom. Mr Carstairs asked about 
the absence of stockings. Stuttering out 
why she’d taken them off. Mr Carstairs 
smiled. Amanda clenched her teeth. Oh 
Jesus... 


A dozen... 


* * * 


Centre: Julie Lanham (Team 
Captain) 


Apprenhensive. Just a bit certainly. 
You did tend to be. When it was just 
you and him. You and Mr Carstairs. 
In the changing room or here in his 
room or out at that place he liked to 
go to. That wood. Of course if you 
were out there it was usually for that 
special reason so you were certainly ap- 
prehensive. Had he taken all the others 
out there? Julie didn’t know. It wasn’t 
something they talked about amongst 
themselves and Mr Carstairs didn’t 
discuss it with her even though she was 
team captain. Well, except Fiona. He 
had mentioned he had had Fiona out 
there, but qnly because it had been the 
day before he had taken her, Julie, out. 
A week ago. ‘I feel the team spirit 
could be a bit better, Julie. And as team 
captain I put that down to you to some 
degree. So I think we must have a lit- 
tle reminder.’ 


Julie sitting on Mr Carstair’s settee 
swallowed nervously. Don’t think 
about it. And listen. Or... 


Mr Carstairs was talking about St 
Bonaventure’s. Their big rival. They 
had beaten St. Bon’s last year but on- 
ly just. mr Carstairs said he had heard 
they had virtually their whole team 
back this year. ‘All stronger and fitter, 


I imagine, Julie. And keen for revenge, 
eh?’ 


Julie made a face. They themselves had 
three new girls. Probably the team 
wasn’t as strong as last year. If they 
lost...no doubt she, as team captain, 
would be getting a good share of the 
blame. Another visit to the wood no 
doubt. She took a quick sip of her 
sherry. Cripes. 


Mr Carstairs’ hand patting her leg. ‘All 
training hard, are they? Our lot. Do- 
ing their runs and private training?’ 


“Yes. Oh yes.” Well as far as she knew. 
A two mile run each morning. As far 
as she knew they all did it. And stret- 
ching exercises etc on their own. Mr 
Carstairs’ hand squeezing. 


“And no boys, Julie? They’re all stick- 
ing to that?’ 


‘Yes. Yes they are.’ 


“But Amanda...you know. And the se- 
cond time. Claims she didn’t do 
anything of course, but...” 


‘I...I’m sure she didn’t. She wouldn't. 
But she shouldn’t have gone out 
anyway, I know. No one else has.’ 


Mr Carstairs made a ‘Hmmm’ sound. 
His hand left her leg and came up. To 
Julie’s blouse. Wherein were two firm 
boobs; unharnessed, unbrassiered. Mr 
Carstairs did not approve of a bra. 
They were not needed for firm, fit 
bodies. And if you were team captain 
you took note of Mr Carstairs’ wishes. 
So if you were going to his room to 
discuss team matters you left off your 
bra. A soft expelling of breath from 
pink, lightly-lipsticked lips as Mr 
Carstairs took hold of one firm female 
protuberence. 


“Some girls find it difficult, I daresay, 
Julie.’ 


“Uhhh...yes...I expect.’ His fingertips 
investigating her nipple. Julie’s pink 
tongue moistened the pink lips. She 
squirmed her bottom. 


‘What about you, Julie?’ 


*Uhhh...me? Oh.” His fingers had left 
the now erect nipple. They had mov- 
ed over to her blouse buttons. ‘Uhhh...’ 
A forced laugh. “If you keep in train- 
ing you don’t...uh...think about it.’ 


He was opening her blouse. Unbutton- 
ing. And that quite large-male hand was 
going inside. To take hold of warm 
bare flesh. The firm globe with its sen- 
sitive, erected peak. Julie gave a little 
groan. “Don't think about it, eh Julie?” 


“Nnnggg...ohhhh...” 


“Well let's have a bit of training, shall 
we? Now? A little work-out.’ 


His hand leaving the right boob to slide 
across and check the other. Fingers at 
its stiffened nipple. “Mmmm. Get your 
things off, my dear.” 


Oh. A work-out? Now? She didn't 
really... 


‘Come on. Let's see what shape you're 
in.’ The hand came out of her blouse. 
“Tip-top shape for St Bon’s eh?” 


Standing up, a bit shakily. Doing that, 
feeling up her tits like that, had got her 
all..Mr Carstairs was very...well, he 
just did what he wanted to a girl. Can- 
ed her. Felt up her tits. Or...at least 
he did to his team captain. Slipping off 
her shoes. Then her skirt. Waist slip. 


“Uh...everything, Mr Carstairs?” 


Meaning did he want her knickers off. 
Yes. She had*rather thought he did. 
Sliding them off. And her blouse. 
Nude. Except for her white ankle 
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socks. “Keep the socks on if you like.’ 


Standing. Looking at him, slightly 
flush-faced. A pretty girl, short 
chestnut hair and a neat chestnut bush 
adorning the slim but curving form. 
Nice high tits, the nipples erect from 
his manipulations. The tongue darting 
out to moisten the pink lips. No doubt 
not quite sure what he wanted. What 
did he want? Hmmm. Looking at her 


pussy. 


“A bit of loosening up first them, Julie. 
Don't want any pulled muscles. Stret- 
ching exercises. And then some sta- 
tionary running to get warmed up.” 


She began, though it wasn't easy to 
concentrate doing it in front of Mr 
Carstairs with no knickers on — or in- 
deed with no blouse or bra and her stiff 
nippled tits tobbing firmly up and 
down. Why did he want her knickers 
off anyway? It could be so that he had 
her bare bottom nicely ready for can- 
ing, if that was what he had in mind. 
Mr Carstairs didn't usually do that 
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here, in his room, but he had once. Or 
a spanking? He had done that certain- 
ly. Over his lap. Not as bad as the cane 
but it wasn't nice. Or could it possibly 
be-:-oh 


She kept going, well aware that any 
flagging would be immediately seized 
on by Mr Carstairs. You had to keep 
at it when training. Keep pushing 
yourself. That was how you improv- 
ed. Oh cripes. Beads of sweat form- 
ing. Rolling down straining flesh. 


“Keep it up! Knees right up!” 


Her thighs. Killing her. The whole 
thing absolute torture after you'd been 
going for a while. Not as bad as the 
cane though. She kept on. Oh Jesus. 
She was going to collapse. 


Mr Carstairs did at last let her stop. She 
bent, hands on trembling knees. Oh 
God. Her legs. Her lungs. Mr Carstairs 
going away and coming back. With his 
dressing gown, for Julie to put on. Still 


trying to get her breath. The dressing 
gown was not reassuring. A brisk rub 
down, maybe even using Mr Carstairs 
shower: that would indicate it was all 
over. But putting the dressing gown 
on... 


Mr Carstairs going to make some 
cocoa, returning shortly with two 
steaming mubs. Sitting down with Julie 
on the settee. Smiling. But: 


‘I thought there was a certain lack of 
zip to that, Julie. Not guite as positive 
as one likes to see. Especially with St 
Bon's coming up.” 


Oh. Oh Cripes! Something. Something 
unwelcome. Yes. Drink up her cocoa 
first. But then over his lap. A spank- 
ing. On the bare of course. Oh God. 


And then...wasn’t that all? With her 
bottom really red hot from that hard 
male hand. She was really shaking 
what with all that dreadful exercise and 
then the awful spanking. Trembling. 
But no, it wasn’t all. 


‘I don’t really feel like it,’ she said still 
gasping. ‘Not...right now...’ 


But Mr Carstairs clearly did. She need- 
ed it anyway, he told her. It was no 
doubt partly that that had produced the 
sluggish performance. Frustration. 
Girls did get frustrated, Mr Carstairs 
knew. With the others it had to be grin 
and bear it, for the sake of the team. 
With the frustration inspiring you to 
greater efforts. But with his team cap- 
tain. Things could be different with the 
team captain. Mr Carstairs himself... 


Only him of course. The same prohibi- 
tions regarding anyone else naturally, 
like the rest. But Mr Carstairs himself 
could, now and then, take the edge off 
Julie’s frustration. 


“Yes,” he said. ‘I think so.” 


Julie still in the dressing gown. It had 
been tucked up round her waist for the 
spanking and it was now tucked up 
again. Over the table. Her face on the 
table top and her hands gripping the 
edges. She bit her lip. Groaned. Her 
bottom still stung. But Mr Carstairs... 


She groaned again. As it...ohhh...Did 
he do this with anyone else? He said 
of course it was only her, his team cap- 
tain. Special treatment for the captain. 
She gave a moaning sound. It was right 
in now. It wasn’t clear if the moan was 
of pleasure or perhaps because her bot- 
tom, that Mr Carstairs was now 
thrusting against, was still sore. 
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Dear Sir, 


There's no doubt about it, the 
Blushes magazines are getting bet- 
ter. We are getting to the state I 
think where the complete associa- 
tion of ideas conjoining CP and a 
sexual aftermath will be the order 
of the day. I cannot see that this 
will deteriorate the reading 
material and for my own part, I 
found the omission of sex not on- 
ly frustrating, but also a little an- 
noying. Especially with those love- 
ly models. And there is no doubt 
that they are all worthy of a men- 
‘tion for the perfectly formed tor- 
so’s especially rounded bottoms. 


My own reading pleasure is never 
greater than when there is a sug- 
gestion that no matter how much 
the girl wishes to protest and plead 
then she still has no choice but to 
make her bottom, preferably bared, 
correctly positioned for a spanking 
or some other form of punishment. 
I read the letters of suggestions on 
how a girl can be ‘punished’ by 
other means. The close inspection 
of deep channels and private parts, 
together with the ‘hot water bottle” 
syndrome; not so sure that this in- 
terests me. But I can quite easily 
take other peoples points of view. 


The poses I have enjoyed are those 
with girls on their backs and these 
seem to come through very 
regularly. Margit in Uniform 22 
was a sheer delight. Once again, 
in my view there is a girl who can 
truly portray, facially, and 
physically the true aspects of 
helpless obedience. Congratula- 
tions. I really do feel, as I have 
said, that the mags are getting the 
act together. 


Donald Unwin., London 


Dear Sir, 


I read a number of magazines that 
specialise in CP and a number of 
them seem to accept letters from 


the females themselves who are 
spanked and punished. Rarely have 
I seen letters from the weaker sex 
in Blushes. Is this purposefully 
generated, or do women just not 
write to you. 


Brenda Lenton., Wilts 


Ed. Well, you have! Certainly if we 
get letters from the ladies who 
receive punishment then we shall 
be pleased to offer it up for com- 
ment etcetera. Mostly, our reader- 
ship appears to be biased to the 
male species, and the letters we 
receive are from men. Remember 
‘Germany Calling’ (Blushes No. 
11), the lady who wrote from Ham- 
burg, and that was her second epis- 
tle). So gentlemen the case rests 
with you. If your young ladies can 
put pen to paper, let us have the 
written narrative. 


Dear Sir, 


My young lady gets spanked by her 
boss, she tells me. Instead of mak- 
ing me angry, I find this turns me 
on, and I think I have read of such 
a situation in Blushes. When she 
comes home and tells me that the 
boss has given her a spanking, I 
can't wait to have a good look at 
the red area of her bum. Is this 
unusual? 


Darren Waters., Middlesex 


Ed. What the red area of her bum 
after being spanked? No Darren it 
is not unusual. And neither is it 
unusual for her to want tp show you 
her bottom knowing full well that 
it turns you on. Has she ever at- 
tempted to get you to spank her? 
That might be what she is after? 


Dear Sir, 


Where did you find Susan in 'Tem- 
porary Duties" Blushes 39. And 
that sudden switch from black and 
white to colour? Absolutely 


delicious. I can enjoy the poses by 
all your girls, but there was 
something special for me in that 
short sequence with Susan. Please. 
Please show her again, dare I ask 
full nude and perhaps a “Join the 
Dots’ with her as the model. 


Thank you very much. 
Henry W., Hants 


Ed. How about No. 36 Henry? Án 
Englishman 's Castle? But we take 
your point and we shall try to give 
it a whirl. 


Dear Sir, 


What a delight it was to read 
Chapter and Verse and where did 
you get such a lovely model to fill 
that uniform (Uniform Girls No. 
3). I am sorry to be so late in 
writing, but I have just returned 
from Australia and I was so struck 
with that particular girl that I had 
to re-read and study the pictures 
again when I returned recently, 
hence this letter. Any chance that 
you can give us some more of this 
ilk? 


I reckon that Suzie had just the 
right sized buttocks, and I also lik- 
ed the way in which she made it 
perfectly rounded to get her spank- 
ing and caning. How the guy 
managed to leave her with her 
clothes (tunic that is) still on will 
forever be a mystery to me. But no 
matter, she looked a cracker and 
she had the right face for the job 
too. Please, please let us have 
more. 


Martin Rourke, London 


Editor: Keep seeking Martin; very 
pleased you enjoyed the story and 
pics. Yes, we liked the whole set- 
up too, so keep your-eyes peeled 
and you will see that we take our 
readers requests seriously. 


Gooday!! 
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Dear Editor, 


I have always enjoyed Blushes, 


Supplement and Uniform Girls. I 
think I denote a trend towards a 


_ sexual nature now, and for one this 


pleases me. I am prepared to ac- 
cept that it is not everybody’s cup 
of tea to have daliance sexually 
with a girl under punishment 
orders, but I cannot help but feel 
that if a girl is showing off her bare 
bum, naked breasts and all that 
goes with it, then a man who IS a 
man would have the urge to get 
something out of his system (and 
into her’s!) after such a thrilling ex- 
perience. How about it, some sex 
please? 


Jonathon Torbay, Devon 


Editor: Alright, alright, we take 
your point! There have been a 
number of letters lately asking for 
the addition of a sexual slant to our 
stories, but although we can print 
photographs of a girl's bottom be- 
ing spanked, caned or even taws- 
ed, we can hardly print pictures of 
two people copulating! Get the 
point? We are after all said and 
done a pictorial magazine and from 
the numerous letters we get we feel 
that the readers, all in all are 
satisfied with what they are getting. 

Spanking pictures and all forms of 
CP will appear, but only in words 
can we suggest a sexual inconnota- 
tion. Thanks for your letter, and as 
we say, keep reading and we shall 


‚see if we cannot balance things out 


for you. 


Dear Sir, 


I have just returned from a two 
year tour for my company in the 
Middle East, but you may rest 
assured that my fiance ensured that 
my copies of Blushes and the 
associated magazines New 
Uniform and the Supplements were 
carefully stored away until I 
returned. 


The one noticeable aspect as far as 
I can see is that we have left the 
era of CP and have now incor- 
porated the titivation of a young 
woman between her legs! I have 
noticed in the feedback columns 
that many readers have requested 
this and was mildly surprised that 
it had not been incorporated 
before. However the balance is get- 
ting itself sorted out and my par- 
ticular pleasure was in Uniform 
Girls 22, Reich Girls and that 
Margit is something else again. 


The apathy and the inability to do 
otherwise than what she is told to 
do is very perfectly expressed in 
the etchings of her face. What a 
delightful model she is. A perfect 
bottom too, and a piece of anatomy 
that would bear a repeat showing. 


The seaside girl in No. 19 deserv- 
ed all she got with her hair dress- 
ed like that. But once again, a 
shapely pair of nates that were put 
to proper use on the end of a cane. 
The pose of the girl on page 9 
(same issue) of kneeling on the 
desk was something that caught my 
particular fancy, and the position- 
ing of her hands, (holding a recent- 
ly thrashed bottom) set that scene 
off as far as I was concerned. 


One of my favourites just had to 
be Dierdre in issue 16 (The Big 
House), and the poses she struck 
are all favourites of mine too. 
Photographically, I feel you cer- 
tainly portray the shapely maidens 
at their very best, and I think the 
story-lines are coming up to the 
mark regarding sexual connota- 
tions. I mean, it had to happen 
didn't it. Having very attractive 
girls in such a state of nudity is 
bound to arouse any blue blooded 
guy so that the sweet young thing 
not only feels the painful 
recrimination, which she so richly 
deserves but also with the impor- 
tant areas so blatantly exposed she 
must be made to feel that there is 
no part of her that is too sacred to 
be missed. 


Hope you manage to get the 
balance and CP worked out. Love 
reading your mags, all of them. 


D.G., Berks 


Dear Sir, 


Keep them coming! Not only the 
magazines but also the girls who 
are modelled in them. I know I 
speak for a number of buys when 
I can add my own view to those 
who have already written to request 
an in-depth realisation on the girl's 
part that not only has she suffered 
the ignomony of punishment but 
has to stay there whilst she is 
brought to a heated warmth where 
it matters most! A warm bottom 
and a heated quim will help the 
recipient of a spanking, caning or 
tawsing doubly confused in the 
paradoxical state of passion and 
pain. 


Uniform Girls expresses this now 


especially with Margit in issue No. 
19. Can we please see more of her. 
The photograph of this model's 
very attributable areas was 
something I never thought I would 
see, but posturing and the reveala- 
tion of her face when she was be- 
ing examined was par excellence. 
I particularly enjoy the Join the 
Dots in Blushes and The Supple- 
ment. Hands in the air are great im- 
agination drivers, but how about 
one over a trestle, fully stretched 
and having to really reach down 
one side and the legs apart on the 
other. 


I rarely write to magazines, but 
recently, the progress you have 
made in the written word, and 
those lovely models has gulvanis- 
ed me into action. 


Hope to see them stretched and 
helpless! 


F.K., Cardiff 


Dear Sir, 


I am most pleased to see that your 
magazine has made it's way onto 
the newstands of the American 
public. I have been reading through 
the back numbers that you hasten- 
ed to me and would like to make 
one or two comments. 


In Uniform 24 you printed a very 
detailed letter from a Michael C. 
regarding his strict attitude with 
Katie. 


The only criticism I would offer on 
his discipline theme would be the 
exclusion of Flash being applied 
with the use of a floor scrubbing 
brush. I recognise that this is a 
detergent and the application of 
such highly chemicalised powder 
can have very serious results on the 
lady in question. I would venture 
to suggest that this young 
disciplinee would last about one 
day with him and therefore be of 
no use to his male friends no mat- 
ter how randy they were! I’m sur- 
prised you printed something 
which could literally be a 
dangerous practice. 


Like you, I accept that fantasy 
makes up more than half our sex- 
ual pleasures, and I feel that solong . 
as we retain the fantasy in the 
realms of possibility then we shall 
always enjoy them and I am sure 
many others would certainly be 
educated into sharing our 
pleasures. ; 
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In all practices, it is obvious that 
the state of humiliation must be an 
all important factor as far as the 
young lady is concerned. First 
Class thinking; obviously, the 
humiliation aspect must be para- 
mount, that is what discipline is all 
about in my view. But I know for 
a certainty because of personal ex- 
perience with a young housewife 
who lives opposite me at the rear 
of my house, that the humiliation 
and shame syndrome often turn in- 
to a state of high erotic pleasure. 
I suppose it is the latent masochism 
that lays dormant in everybody, 
more so in the female of the species 
and once this door to her 
masochism is unlocked, then the 
shame and humiliation become 
emotions to enjoy! 


Without preliminising too much, I 
discovered twenty one year old 
Harriet was enjoying a lesbian af- 
fair whilst her young husband was 
away at his daily vocation. I know 
a number of husbands enjoy the 
idea of their wives screwing with 
other girls but the act of the Sap- 
pho must be done with the said hus- 
band as a witness. I am sure you 
have read of it often enough. 
Anyway, I had witnessed as a keen 
observer the homosexual tenden- 
cies of Harriet and I came right out 
with it to her face. I too had fan- 
tasised wht I would dearly love to 
do to her shapely rear end. To my 
surprise, and I was surprised 
believe me, she went all to pieces 
character-wise and I was taken off 
balance for a minute when she 
came on strong begging and 
pleading for me not to say anything 
to anyone. Brother, did she make 
a sight as she wrung her hands and 
went into a state of preparing for 
penance if only I would keep silent. 


Well, I was not about to pass up 
an offer like that especially since 
I had fantasised myself about this 
cute little number. She had boobs 
that were terrific and her gams 
were shapely too. When I had 
stripped her down to just her brief 
panties, I was able to see her pubes 
peeping from the sides of the pan- 
ty legs and I found this very 
delightful because I knew that she 
would soon be showing me all of 
her lovely bush. Sure enough I us- 
ed the pose that so many of your 
models have to adopt and dutiful- 
ly, obedient, Harriet stood there 
hands on her head and ankles just 
far enough apart to make her slot 
accessible. I made her plead with 


me to take her panties down, and 
she did so submissively. I left them 
half way down her thighs to remind 
her that although she could feel her 
panties on her body, she would be 
aware that they were not where 
they were intended to be and that 
her soft cunt flesh was openly ex- 
pressing itself for my pleasure. I 
enjoyed the freedom of her lush 
boobs until her nipples were like 
very hard knobs of flint and what 
is more, I had noticed how she like 
many of her kind, had eased her 
elbows right back so as to offer her 
ripe titties for my fondling hand. 


When I played with her dark nest 
of pubic hair, I could feel the warm 
heat of her dampness and as I fuss- 
ed her clitoris together with her 
deep ravines slow, she was so turn- 
ed on that she was gasping and 
making unbelievable noises of 
mewing intensity. And whether 
your readers can swallow this or 
not, believe me, she actually begg- 
ed for a strap across her butt. Hav- 
ing her bend right over to touch her 
toes, I strapped her rear end some 
twelve times and then she was on 
her knees, exposing every damn 
thing that creation had put down 
there! 


I screwed and screwed, and after- 
wards she was all coquettish and 
really coy; but she pleaded with me 
to go back to her as often as we 
could make it. I thought I had cured 
her of this Sapphic business, but I 
was amazed that she still had the 
other woman up quite often. I felt 
it prudent not to trespass on that 
aspect. To hell with it, I’m getting 
mine, why not let her carry on get- 
ting her’s. 

E.D., Washington DC 


Editor: Good to hear from you 
E.D. But what you suggest in your 
first paragraph is some form of 
censorship I think. That is in- 
tolerable if the writing is within the 
legal peripheries of our Legal 
System. We do of course have to 
sadly censor some things from the 
letters we receive. This is not a 
choice, it is because our own laws 
are rather specific on what is OK 
and what is not. Thank you for your 
interesting letter and also your 
comments. 


Dear Sir, 


The strongest case for C.P. in my 
mind is a situation where the 
naughty young madam or Miss has 


no excuse or reason other than to 
accept the inevitable and knowing 
that whatever she says or does, she 
will ultimately have to face the dire 
consequences, no matter what. 


The greatest pleasure I get from 
Blushes is not only the delightful 
models and the manner in which 


. they are posed, but the various 


stories incorporating the 
helplessness of the female when 
she is caught up in something she 
knows she cannot get out of, and 
has to take whatever her “teacher” 
or discoverer of her naughtiness 
decides to dish out. 


I prefer the older female myself. 
Not very old women, but the twen- 
ty one year to twenty seven year 
old types. At this age, a woman 
would probably feel that she is past 
the age of discipline, spanking and 
caning on her precious bottom, and 
to be faced fair and squarely with 
the prospect of having to remove 
her clothes for the deserved punish- 
ment and anything else that she is 
told to do, is by far the epitome of 
delight for me. 


I think Blushes is getting it all 
together, although I am not sug- 
gesting for one minute that I have 
not enjoyed earlier copies. One of 
your correspondents suggested that 
there was a period where the 
magazines fell below it’s normal 
standard. This might be true in 
some of the stories, but not all of 
them. Anyway, I am pleased to 
subscribe and I feel that it is get- 
ting better as the months go by. 


Good luck and thank you. 
Barry T., Darlington 


Editor: Thank you Barry. It takes 
all sorts to make a world, and we 
endeavour to please ALL our 
readers. Letters that we receive are 
an important guide line as to what 
our readers want and we will 
publish as many as we can. Please 
continue to write especially your 
own experiences, and if you have 
not had one, then do as many of 
our readers do; invent a situation 
and let us know how you would 
progress the punishment and 
punishment can take many forms. 
You write and we will print. 
Readers letters are a source of 
great enjoyment to other readers 
and our editorial staff will be pleas- 
ed to know printable matter into 
shape, How’s that? Just keep them 
coming in. 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn't you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
. plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO's payable to: 
15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


